
The Taming of the $bre% 

Petr. Sir here* ihedoorc/v ins is Lnc<ntios hoitfc, 

My Fathers bearcs more toward die Market-place, 

T Iiither mutt 1 and hcere 1 icaue y u fir. 

Vin. You thall not chooie but drinke before you go, 

I thinkc I thall command your welcome here ; 

And by all likdi hood fomccheere is toward. Knock. 

Grew. They’re bulk within, you were beft knocke lowder. 

Pedant looker out of the window. 

Ped. What’s he that knocke* as he would beate dome the 
gate ? 

Kin. IsSignior Lucentio within hr? 

Ped. He’s within hr, but not to be fpoken withall. 

Vine. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two to 
make merric withall. 

Ped. Kcepe your hundred pound* to your feife, he thall neede 
none to long as I liue. 

Petr. Nay, I. told you your fonnewas bcloued in Padua : doe 
you hearc fir, to leaue friuolous circumftances,I pray you tellSig. 
nior Lucentio that his Father i* come from Pifa^nd is hcere at the 
doore to fpeake with him, 

Ped. Thou lied his Father is come from Padua, and here look- 
ing out of the window. 

Vin. Art thou his Father? 

Ped. 1 fir , to hi* mother fay es if I may bcleeue her. 

Petr. Why how now Gentleman; why this is flat knauerie 
to take vpon you an other man* name, 

Ped'A. Lay hands on the villaine,Ibclceucameanesto cozcfl 
fome bodie in this Otic vnder my countenance. 

Enter Biond r llo. 

Sion. I haue feene them in the Church together, God feid 
them good th pping : but who isheere mine old Matter V wcenM 
now we arc vndone and brought to nothing. 

Vtn. Come hither crackhempe,, 

Bion. 1 hope I may choofcSir. 

Vin. Come hither you rogue, what haue you forgot met? 

Biond . Forgot you, no fir: I could not forget you, fori 
faw you before in all my life. , 

Vine. Whar; you nocorius vilkinc, didft thou neuer * ee 1 > 
Mii'tris father, Vincentioi 
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Bion. What my werfhipfull old matter ryes marrie ik iss 
wlwre he lookes out of the window. 

V*r. Jftfo indcedc. phheates BiondeBo. 

Bion. Hclpe,helpc, lidpe, here’s a mad man will murder esc, 
Ptdan. H'lp, fonne, helpcSignior Baptifla, 
c Pet. Frcchec .Kate let’s (land afide and fee the end of fra# 
opstroncEfie. 

Enter Pedant witbfermnts, Bxptifta, Tranio. 

Tra. Sir what arc you that offer to beate my feruan. 1 
Vine. What am I fir: nay what arc you fir : ehimmorcaU Gods: 
oh fine villaine , a filken doublet^ avelucc feofc,afcarletdoak 
and a oiparaine hat :oh I am vndone, 1 am vneone: while 1 phuc 
the good husband at home, my fonne and my furuaat fpead ail 
at chevniuerfjtie. 

Tra, How now what’s the matter f 
Baft. What is the man lunaticke ? 

Tr a. Sir, you feeme afober ancient Gentleman by your habit: 
fotttyour words fhew you amad man : why fir,what cernes it you, 
if I weare Peasie and gold: I thankc my good father, I am able 
to maintaine it. 

‘L’tw. Thy father: oh villaine, he is a Saile- maker in Bergamo, 
Bap. You Miflake fir, you miftake fir ; .praie what do you think 

jg his name? 

Vin. His name, as if I knew not his name: I haue brought 
him vp cuer fince he was three yeercsold,and his name is Tronic . 

Ped. Awaie, away mad die, his name is Lucentio, and he is 
mine onelie fonne and here to the land* of me fignior Vincent io. 

Vin. Lucentio , oh he hath murdred his Maher ;1 ay hold on 
him I charge you in the Dukes name: oh my fonne, my fonne: 
tell me thou villame, where is my fonne Lucentio ? 

Tra. Call forth an officer: Carrie thismad knauc to thelaik : 
Either Bapnfia, 1 charge you fee that he be fortVcomraing. 

Vine. Carrie mee cothc Iailc ? 

C/re. Staie officer, he (hall not goto prifon. 

Bap. Ta] kc not Ggnior Gremio : I fay he flia 11 goe to prifen. 
gre. Take heede fignior Baptifia , left you becouicatchf in 
this bufineffe : I dare fweare this is the right V mentis. 

Ped. Sweareif thaudar’tt, 
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